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SAVED FROM THE HOLOCAUST - FIVE TIMES 


Let me start this paper by saying that I, mercifully, was never in a concentration camp. However; 
1 came close enough five times to make me appreciate, especially in hindsight, my deliverances. 

I was born in 1929 in Frankfurt Germany At the age of three my family moved to Saarbrucken, 
which at the time was still under French control. In 1935 after a plebescite, the whole Saar area 
became German. It was around that time I began to notice the newspapers carrying daily political 
cartoons depicting Jews as rats with long hooked noses After that, school fights between Jewish 
and non-Jewish children became more frequent, and the whole atmosphere for Jews deteriorated. 

In late 1937 or early in 1938, my parents and I were suddenly placed on a train with other Jewish 
families of Polish descent and were being shipped to Poland. (My father, by this time, had 
managed to send my two sisters to live with an uncle and aunt in New York Shortly thereafter, 
my brother Sidney also managed a visa to the United States.) The train trip across Germany was 
uneventful. At variouFStops we were met by Jewish volunteers who gave us sandwicheFand 
other foods to keep us going. .After reaching the Polish border, Poland decided that the 
emigration which was taking place was overwhelming and denied further border crossings. We 
spent the night in a synagogue and headed back home to our apartment which surprisingly was 
still intact. 1 liis was my first escape from what would have been a sure death 

In iNovember 1938, Crystal Night took place. During the night our apartment was surrounded by 
German SS troops, and my father was arrested. He was kicked and beaten Our synagogue was 
burned, the Torahs desecrated, furniture smashed, and the piano thrown out of the third story' 
window from our religious school. Shortly thereafter, we were evicted from our apartment 
(which up to that time had served as a way station for Jews trying to cross the border into France) 
and moved into wooden barracks where we had to share a room with several other families. This 
motivated my mother to send me to Metz, France, to live with my aunt After obtaining a visitor 
pass, and within the train station, I found myself being interrogated by German policemen. They 
searched my pockets, where they found a mezzuzah. 1 had to remove the scroll and tell them 
what it meant. I also had to explain why I had bits of wire in my pockets (I have no idea why), 
but I was released to start my travels. This was my second escape from Nazi Germany. 

.After living four months with my aunt, who was very busy operating a clothing store, 1 was sent 
to a children s home called Eau Bonne outside of Paris. This was my third save since my aunt, 
cousins, and nephews were all later killed. 

I, in the meantime, saw my mother, who then lived in Paris, several times. My parents had split 
up—she had gone to Paris because she had relatives there, and my father went to Italy because he 
thought it would be safer. He guessed right and eventually survived the war, while she perished in 
194j at a concentration camp. While in Eau Bonne, I attended a French school in a nearby village 
until 1940 when the Germans overran the French. The children from the home left on the last 
train out of Paris and we were all saved We wound up at a place called Chateau Mon Tin Tin, a 
castle-like place near l.imoges, France, which was still unoccupied. This was my fourth save. 



A year later, in 1941, a group of children from the home was being organized to leave France and 
go to the United States. When I learned I was not on the iist, I approached an administrator and 
expressed my wishes to be reunited with my brother who was living in Baltimore by that time. 
Much to my surprise and good fortune, I found myself on the list; and some time later, I was on a 
tram to Madrid, Spain, and Lisbon, Portugal. A few days after that, I was on a ship heading for 
New York. I found out later, that another group of children followed us, but the remaining 
children were picked up by the Germans. This turned out to be my fifth escape. 

1 am eternally grateful to the various Jewish organizations such as H1AS and the United Jewish 
Federation which provided the children’s home, transportation to the United States, and support 
while I was growing up. 


Henry Singer 
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Paula's M usings. 

Our instructor. w the Auburn Society said: "J want each of yon lo idl me about 
yourselves." He. however, never followed up on letting us tell our story. Which was just 
as well. l gave u some thought though and the following would have been my 
presentation. 

I was bom in Germany, and as a child 1 enjoyed reading. The books around our 
home were German classics; Goethe. Schiller, and I leine's books were familiar friends. 
1 learned Uic lovely poems by these authors set lo music by the great composers; 
Schuman. Shubert, Brahm. and Silchcr and many others. Tlie l.iedcr that delighted me 
were: “The Lorelei." “ Sab ein Knab ein Rosiein Stehn."“ Its wunderbaren Monel 
May.” and many others 

1 also played uod spent lime with my cousins: Uncle Heinrich's and Aunt 
Kcbcka's children. I.ily, Tooisie. and Trudie. and Uncle Paul's and Aunt Annie's. 
Gretel. Puula. Matilda, and Arthur. 


T he culture of Germany, however, turned irotn these lovely Licder to songs that 
rcllectcd the coming l»>noi under a brutal and criminal dietatoiship. Songs such as: 
" Wcun das Judcnblut vom Mes ser sp rit?!, dann ni-t.iv ^ p U[ _- ^ ^ 

my ears, lltc translation nf which it: “When Jewish blood ipkihcs from our knives, then 
we'll be well of." And they meant it, because ray playmates, my cousins, my uncles and 
aunts were all murdered. They also murdered my mother and ray hushand’s 
grandmothcr. 


As challenging and tewmdia*. as troubled and rich, us difficult and wondci-fiil as 
my life was and is, i grieve, and shed tears about the loss of my beloved almost 
everyday 

November. 2004 

Krystallnacht. 

That is whm they called the occurrence wlien they hunted the Synagogues in 
Gcnnany on Novcmlier 9 and 10, 1938. They also came that night, and picked up my 
father. 1 was sixteen yean old, we were sleeping, when the Nazis came into our bedroom 
and looked at us innocents sleeping, one of them said grullly "go back to sleep," ‘Go 
buck to sleep.' sure. When we hud tlie knowledge that some of tlx; Jewish family. 
whose male member was picked up, later on received the message that he was "auf der 
Huchl crschossen." which translates that he "was shut, while fleeing." 


